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that he had never known before; and he
ached with longing for the place whence it
came. The longing bore him away, infinitely
far away from the world on a shining, separate
and predestined path.

He was perfectly able to see Felicia now;
it would all be easy.

He tapped at her door softly, listened,
and heard the sound of voices. All the
better; he could face a whole world trium-
phantly. He tapped again. Felicia opened
to him. In the shaded yellow light that
escaped into her little hall, she could see
only his glistening umbrella and the solid
mass of his face.

" Bett! I didn't expect to see you. I
am glad/' She took his hand in both of hers.

" I've got a letter for you, from Boston."

" Oh, put it down there." There was
chagrin in her voice.

" Won't you read it now ? " he persisted.

" I can't/'

" You'd better, really/'

" I can't. I've got people/1 Then in a
louder voice : 'r Come along in, Bett."

" Are . they going to stay long ? " he
whispered.

" I don't know."